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. finme is gone-—
mw out—wlild we repeat the
With smiling confidence, —I shall find rest

" guspected rnything unususl had tran.

A listle farther on.

A little further on
I'whall ind rest ; half-farcoly we avow |

When noon beats on the dusty feld and
care
Threats to unjoint our armour, and the
glare
“Throbs with the pulss of battle while lifte’s |
beni !
Flies with the filtting stars ; the frenzied
brow

Painsfor the lnurel more than for the Lreast |
Where Love soft nestling weits, Not
now, not now,
With feverish breath we ery, Tahall find rost
A little tarther on.

A little farther on
Ishall fnd rest ; half aad, at lnsl, we nay,
When sorrow's settling dloud blurs ount
the gleam !
Of glory's toreh, and to a vanished dream
Love's palace hins been turned then, il
depressed,
Despaising. sick nt heart— we may not siay
QOur woary foel so lonely then doth seem
This shadow-haunted world We, so

unbles, . :
Weep not to soe the grave which walts
its guest |
And feeling round our feet the cool,
swoel viny,
We speak the fading world farewell, and

BAY ¢
Not t,)u this side—alas ! 1shall find reat
A little further on.
—[Robert Burns Wison, in the Century
Magnazine,

MADOLINE'S FATE. |

BY

K. 7T.

Cnarten IL—CoONTINUED,

“You have kept your promise,” he
said, rising painfully and moving to-
wards her. *1 pray Heaven 1 may
be able to repay you for your kindness
to me some day!”

“Did you not expect me?” she asked,
a little reproachful, lest he had not
put full faith in her.

“Indeed, yes," he answered gravely.,
SIf I tell the truth, I mnst confess |
did think vou wonld eome back; but
why you should I cannot understand,
for one of whom you know nothing,”

she laughed softly as she lifted the
snowy sereiette from the basket and
offered him the enp of soup she had
bronght hot from the lire.

“Why does 1t seem wonderful? she
asked, gind to see how gratefully he
emptiead the cup, “\Would you not
have done ws much for met”

“That would be a different matter |
altogether.  What man could see you
in peril and not risk his life, if need
be, to save you? Dul for myself, what
claim have 1 on such compassion?”

*Ihe same, Besides, do you not
think itis a pleasure to be able to do
something wseful for one in trouble?
1 have wasted #0o many hours, so many
dvs, doing nothing, helping nobody;
now 1 feel that [ am living for some
good, and #a long as 1 can help you, |
shall be happier than when 1 had no
care in the world,”

Her words moved him strangely.
She was close beside him, and looking |
at her with his deep gaze, he took her
hand and touched it almost reverently
with his lips.

It was u kiss of loyalty, of homage,
such as he might have given his
queen, and there was a courtliness in
his bearing which was not lost upon
Madoline.

“Mv good angel-~My Maid of the
MilL" he answered, the depth of his
soul expressed in a few words; “you
are to me like a pure fountain spring-
ing up from & scorched dessert-.a
star shining out of a night Tall of
bitter tempes'. You bave given me
hope and strengthe 1 fesl now that |
it is worth lighuing to live."” |

Madoline scurcely comprehended all |
he meant. She had vefriended him
in a time of need, and he was grate- |
ful. This was the one conciusion she |
drew from his manner, and sne was |
cuntent to have it so. i

That her soft winning ways had
roused any deeper emotion in his
breast, did pot ocvur to her; and yet |
when she had left him, some of the
half-wondering  tenderness—uuch as
Margareit's volee had called to the |
heart of Faust, governed his thoughts,
and he reflected that If men ever
loved at tirat sight, it must be for the |
sake of such innoecent purity as shone
in the eyes of the girl who had light.
ened the dark pewoned hours [rom
whioh he could not escape,

Madoline returned to the farm,
without her mission belng discovered,
and although, for the rest of day, she
was silent and pre-occupled, nobody

spired to take her thoughts from her
home, and she was left to dream, un-
interruptad, over her secrel.

It was not until late In the evening
that she had any cause for immediates
alarm,

in spite of the sunshine which had
made the day so warm, the air grew
towards night, and a cheery
tre burned in the large handsomely
furnished sitting.room, inﬂunm
{nmates to gather round the

' the solitary prisoner up in the old
‘would be better if you came over to

'amusing to stand in that draugh
'nothing but a sigh with which to|there is ne treachery so bluek as the

| where | was when Auat Esther spoke

{ morrow merning,”

| vou read Lucien's letter?”

| he might choose.

tween them seemed forbidds
only a cold relationshi
stenda,

though Madoling ¥ it W
there for her, she goze

idly over the little - of woo!, and
stood restiessly Indow, think-
ing of the bleak darkness outside, and

ber

mill. .
“My dear, don’t you think you

the table, and oeccupled yourself with
something: Surely it ean not be so

twith |

break the monotony. It is really

|shocking to ses you wasting your agsinst his father,

time so presistently,” i
Madoline gave a slight start, and a

| deeper shade flushed her cheeks, as |
| she moved to her father's side. |

“What is the matter, my pet? Has |
the day been too long for You?!'

“No; but my thoughts had won.
dered away. 1 had almost forgotten

just now."

“You must inke a ride with me to-
her father said,
drawiog her down onto a stool at his
side, and keeping his arm around her.
“A gallop neross the country always
puts yon in spirits. Dy the way, have

She shook her head. The name of
her sunt's stepson awoke no pleasant
memories In her mind, and in the
glowing embers of the lire she still
saw the pale sunken features of the
stranger, who was suffering alone,
where none could hear if he eallcd out
in the pain of death,

“] don't know whether your Luclen
would feel Aattered Ly yuch a show of |
indifference,”” Mrs. DeCourey remarked
with & touch of displeasure, *“1 be-
lieve his one reason for coming is be
cause of you, Madoline—in faet, 1
may as well be eandid with you,” she |
added, without lifting bher eves from
her work,"” and let you Kuow the
truth. He Is coming in the hope of |
winning vou to be his wife.”

Madoline looked up in & blank sur-
prise; then after the first shoek of |
astonishment hal subsided, she burst
into alow ripplhing langh,

“How absurd!" she exclaimed, her

eves shining with amusement, *“Did
he really say that?”
“Is It so very surpising? Mrs.

DeCourcy asked testily. *“1 can not
comprehend why yon should consider
his reso'ution in anyway ridiculons,
unless, of course, you retlect that he
is coming rather far out of his way,
when there are so many from whom
A young man in
his position does not need to beg for
a wife,"

“No, Madollne assented, trying to
look grave; “therelore he should not
come to me."

“What do you mean?"

Mrs. De.

| Courcy said, turning her eyes slowly

on her wilful niece,

‘Only if there were but one single
man in the world, and that man were
Lucien, I wounld not marry him,"”

Mra. De Courcy smiled scornfully,

“You are talking without reason,
Maodoline, You have not had suMei-
ent experience to be able to judge |
your own fee ings, Lucien is no saint,
but you might find many men worse
than he--faw better.

“Your annt is right," Mr. Clyde re.
marked, stroking Madoline's hair, as
he laid his paper down on his knees,
“Here's o case | have just been read
ing of & young scoundrel who has
been forging his father's name to such
an extent a8 to eaunse ruin to his |
ent're fumily. He was tried, found
guilty, and condemned to a felon's
punishment; but somehow he man.
uged to eseape before tho sentence
could be earried out, and there is now
u large reward offered for him.
Steangely enough, it is in this direc.

| tion he has been tracked, 55 [ ghall |

tell the men to keep a sharp look-out |
for all tramps, and if he's found lurk-
ing about he will not receive much
mercy at my hands."

“Yet he has done ns no
Madoline said after a sllence, “And
will not the loss of & son be gieater |
than the logs ofga Tortune?”

“My dear child, have yon not yet
learned to distinguish between the
laws of right and wrohg? Has your
edueation been 8o painfully neglected? [
You certainly seem to have formed

harm,"”

| some very strange |deas."”

Madoline held her point, notwith. |
standing this reproof

“It would be hard to convince me |
it is not an unnoataral thing for a |
father to condemn his own son. Ha
should be the first to forgive him."

“A man forfelts all right to forgive.
ness when he acts as Ronald Castle-
ton has done. T'o him should be ap-
plied the word unnatural, not to the

the one who but justly r:j\nld his
villang. I will M once and set the

you know zll the story!

";:Whnq back (a his com-

A

| custom of the
{ certain sum each day, and put up a

ward, dadY’ she sald her eyes

strained wistfully on him."
“tioodness me, no! My only desire

Is to uphold justice. To my mind

ingratitude that makes a son sin
At 1o the reward,
if any of my men were able to detect
the prisoner the money would be theirs,
and well earned it would be, too!”

Full of importance at the probabili-
ty of being able to render some ser-
vice to justice, he left his seat, and
walked from the room, he went out to
instruet and put his farm laborers on
their guard,

Madoline sat for n long tim» on the
stool by the large empty chair in front
of the fire, the almost mechan-
ical click of Mrs De Courcy's needle
being the only sound that broke the
stillness, the flickering fire Hames ple-
turing a 1 sorts of strange fancies in
the red embers,

What if in searching for Rooald
Castleton they should discover the
stranger who lay wounded in the old
mill!

“I dare say it Is n mistnke—I dare
say he has pot even made his
escape to this purt of the country,"” she
thought, trying to set her fears at rest,
“If they are going to make a search, it
will be dangerous for my secret—very
dangerous."”

[ T0 BE CONTINUED.
-
A Ntory of Halser Willlam.

Recently the German minister gave
a handsome dinner party in honor of
the 90th birthday of Kaiser Willlam.
The oceasion, of course, was replete
with incldents of the long #nd event
ful eareer of this wonderful man,
One of the most interesting anecdotes
relsted by a countryman of the em.
peror was in regard to his early youth,
and which seems to be little known.
Sinee publie gambling has been for-
bidden by law in Germany the votaries

| of fortune from all Europe who used

to i1l the hotels of Ems, Baden, ete.,
have flocked to Monaco, The story
runs that Kalser Willlam, while he
wias still erown prince and a dashing
young oflicer, entered the cursaal at
Fms, wearing #n overcont which con.
cealed his brilliant uniform, and ap-
proching the crowded table, placed
thereon a coin of small value, about
a doller., With a contemptuous ges-
ture the banker tossed the ccin upon
the floor, with the remark: *For the
croupier,” Again the unknown gen.
tleman threw down a coin and lost,
the bunker repeating his action and
words, to the amusement of the other
players. It was then, as now, the
banks to set aside a

notice of the amount, beyond which
they could not play. If their losses
amonnted to this sum the bank must
close,

William glanced at this notlee —
200,000 franes—quietly remarking that
he would play for the whole bank.
“Who are you!" exclalmed the dealer,
with sudden respect. For reply the
future emperar of Germany then
opened his cont, displaying the impe-
rial star upon his bLreast, The cards
were dealt, the prince won, and the
bank was broken. Taking up the
enormous sam, he deliberately dashed
it on the floor, exclaiming: *.'or the
eroupler!” Then, turning on his hes |,
he lelt the apartment.

— L .
Garibaldes Lire

The vet unpublished story of Garl.
bald's life, as told by himself, says a
writer who has seen the manuseript,
“ig & simple record of faets, having
nothing in common with the general's
erude attemipts a novel-writing, or
his declamations against priests and

| tyranta.” The san e writer says that

“tinaribaldi’s bed-room in his little honsé
at Caprers is left justas when he died;
unlf‘ his sword of 1560 hangs over it
while In what was ones the dinlng.
room are carcfully preserved all the
commemorative offorings brought or
sent during the last tive years—a very
hecatomb of erowns and  garlands,
wreaths of fresh flowers, bronzo shields,
curfously carved medalllons, portraits
of fallen braves, incriptions innumera-
ble. Al round the house [n summer

time the garden (s ablaze with flowers;

the searlet geraniums luxurlating in
such Immence masses that one might
imagine an army of redshiris biv.
ouncking there." — 8t James's azette.

—_— - -
In these days of “p iva” all
sorts of things it would be quite in

keeping to the tramp a progressive

Are you sure it is not & mistake? Aie lmlh.-—l.ﬂwﬂ Citizen,

deseription the rhetorieal of his
disconrse. No one sympa with
 the Apostle, but many thonﬁt the
Scourge of Europe s most lll.used
man. The preacher’s bit of rhetorie
enfeebled the sermon.
Once whilg, Haydon, the English
 artist, who delighted to t on a
large canvas, was walting for the
coach at a village, a countryman said
to him, “I beg your pardon, sir, but
are you the t painter?™

“Well, 1 don't know about that ex-
actly,"” answered Haydon,

“Hut, slr, did you paint the plcture
of Christ entering into Jerusalem?"”

“Yes, my friend, I did.”

“Ah, sir, that was a picture!" added
the man; “that twus & pleture—and

cwhat a donkey

The villager's enthusinam should

"have shown the artist that he was
gullty of an artistic blunder, for he
had malde the beast more impressive
than its rider.

No lady, with & sense of the ftness
of things, so dresses that her garments
suggest the question, *Who s her
dressmaker?” And no speaker, intent
upon communicating a great thought
by the means of sound In the form of
articulate langunge, will ba satistied
with compliments to his rhetorio.

The business of the physiclan is to |
The |

gure, not to administer syrups,
purpose of the quack is to magnify his
nosirums.

The Fower of the Whale.

If the whale knew its own power, he
could ensily destroy all the machinery
which the art of man could devise for
catehing him, and it woud only be
necessary for him to swim in n straight
line on the surface In order to break
the thickest rope, but instead, on heing
struck with a harpoon, he obeys a
natural instinet, which, in this instance,
betrays him to his death., Sir Hum.
phrey Duvy in his » Salmonia, " "observes

that a whale not having an air blndder |

can sink in the lowest depths of the
ocean, and mistaking the harpoon for
the sword of a swordfish or the teeth
ot u shark, he instantly descends, this
being his manner of freeing himself
from these enemies, who ecannob~bear
the pressure of a deep ocean; and from
uscending and descending in a small
spice, he thus puts himself in the pow-
er of the whaler If we include
the pressure of the atmosphere,
i body at the depth of 100 fest would
sustaln sixty pounds on the square inch,

right. A
are
to the thing ;

doer, says, “That is right™ T
not a distinetion without a diffe
for the one appeals to the cons
but the other addresses the
The Sunday School Times telly
story, which lllustrates the casg’
which the pralsed boy passes inl
boy who congratulates himself
paying religion its due:

A little fellow's mother, one
ing after hearing his prayers,
the commendation, “That's a very
good boy."

uUn later evenings the sama praise
was not fortheoming, but the boy him.
self was not willing to let it slip; and
now he adds, on his own account, &

It would be well if such self gratu-
lation were confined to children, but
it Is to be feared that, if the feelings
of a good many adults conld be ana-
Iyzed, they would be found to be not
very different from the child's self
pralse: That's a good boy--a very
good boy, Yes'm"

Apache Baby Life.

There is an astonishing amount of
difference in the endurance shown by
savage and eivilized folks, Among us
bables are treated * as if they might
break,” as the =aying goes; but with
the Indians their conditions of life are
less tinely balanced. DBaby life among
the Apaches is thus described In the
Overland Monthiy:

Leaning ngainst wagons and build-
ings are dozens of little baskets with
baby Apaches sucking their lista there-
[in. ‘The baskets are of the regular In-
dian style, and the poor bables are
strapped and Jaced Into them tight and
snug, nothing showing but the ronnd,
| chubby face and two tiny fsts,

Some squaws hang their baskets to
the saddle, becanse if left standing on
the ground, the dogs go round apd
lick the vables' fuces, much to the lit
tle ones, discomfort. One rather
frisky pony, with s buby on the horn
of his saddle wanders from the bunch
and I8 Immealately surrounded by &
crowd of dogs.

Their barking starts him to trot, and

with a shriek the mother rushes from
her place in the line to catch him, Hut

while one at 4,000 feet, & depth by no | the pony doesn't want to be eaught,
means considerable, wonld be exposed | and from a trot turns to & ran, and

to 4 pressure of 1,530 pounds,

We | away they go

the basket flapping on

need not, therefore, be surprised that | his side only making him run the
on the foundering of a ship at sea, | harder,

though the timbers part, not a spar

spunk to a great depth, all that is por-
ous s penetrated with water, or
greatly compressed. Scoresby states
that when, by entangling the line of
the harpoon, a boat was carried down
by a whale, it required, after the boat
was recovered, two boats to keep it at
the surface. As soon a8 the whale
dives after being wounded, it draws
ont thy line or cord of the harpoon,
which is coiled up in the boat, with
very cons derable velocity, In order,
therefore, to prevent any accldent from
the violence of this motion, which

_ | No one seems sorry for the
floats In the surfisce, for if the hull has | Ly whose yells are drown

might set the boat on fire, one man is |

stationed with an axe to cut tha rope
asunder, it it should become entangled,
while another, furnished with & mop,
is constantly cooling with water the
channoel through which It passes.

“falnsses to Mead WIrL”

It was a warm summer day when
Uncle Ephmim Jackson, a worthy
colored nan, entered an optleian's
shop, and, removing his tall white hat,
and wiping the perspiration from his
foreliead with a bandanna bandker-
chief, sat down warily on & revolving
stool, as If he feared It was about to
run away with him, and asked for a
i pa'r of glnsses “fer to read wil.”

“What number do you wear?” asked
the opticlan,

Uncle Ephraim frlnned. “I guess
1 wears two,” sald he.

“Number two!"” exciaimed the opti-
cian, in astonishment.

“Jia' two glusses, sah; one fer de one
eye, an' one fer de odder.”

The optician Jooked at him with a
| frown for an instant, but, seeing that
| the old man was innocent of any at-
| tempt to make a joke, went cn with

the be‘ore him,

" “Try on these,” he sald, picking out
" & pair, “and see If you can the
; letters on that card over there."”

or ba-
in the
general burst of langhter that goes up.

Finally the strap that holds the bas-
ket breaks, down comes poor baby,
thump, to the ground, face dowh, and
the pony, after running a few more
rods, is eaught by a boy, while the dis-
trncted mother pleks up her unfortu.
nate (nfant, and immediately unlacing
the deerskin cover, takes it out to as-
sure herself it is sound in body after
its rather risky ride and fall,

Mnake Story.

In “A Naturalist's Rambles About
Home” we fnd an amusing snake
story, related by an old natural.
ist.  Asa “text” for his discourse he
mentions the curious fact that when a
snake I8 running away from you, you
can measure it by inches; but when It's
coming after you, every inch is a foot
lon

“Now when June was fresh over the
meadows, and everything that wasn't

fish was afloat, I was one morning
busy after ducks and anything else
worth shooting.

“Well, as 1 was floating about in my
akiff, my eyes fell on a big water snake
lying full streteh on a fence rall. He
was a monster, The rail was eleven
feet long--I measured it—and the
head of the snake was at one end, and
the tail reached almost close to the
other end. '

no sooner had I ulhdthﬂrsnthl
allof a md.dnpwhat seem llh'l“.t

wasn't one snake ot all .
uad of ‘em, and Just
round other strands of

rope : in the »

regular appendix to his prayer:
“Amen. That's u good boy--mn very
good boy. Yes'm,"

“Now [ wanted the skin of that
snake, just to show folks; so I fired.
I nimed at the middie of the snake, and

A
L




